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You Can\'t Hold Me 


Author's Notes: 
Someone shoot me for starting another really long WIP. 


"Hey Dave." 


| leaned over, taking my eyes off the laptop I'd been fucking around on, and looked at Shawn. He pointed at the 
console TV mounted into the far end wall of the tour bus. 


"Look who's on MTV2." 


| squinted my eyes, trying to focus, and lo and behold, Bob was sitting with Nick Menza and some other guy on 
the Headbanger Ball's set, talking to Jamey Jasta. 


"What are they doing? Is this an interview?" | asked, curious now. 


Shawn raised the volume on the television as | walked up. 


Jamey Jasta: "So what prompted you to do the collaboration with Crossfade?" 


Bob scooted up on the bench, her hands gripping her knees. | could tell she was nervous. She looked like she 


was sitting in a front row church pew. 


Bob: "It's a pretty funny story, actually. | was warming up my vocal chords outside the studio where we 
recorded our album, and | just so happened to be singing ‘Cold’. Crossfade's manager also manages this other 
band that was recording in the suite next door and he heard me. He began talking to me and the rest is 
history.” 


Jamey Jasta: "They re-recorded the version of you on ‘Dead Skin’, so it's not the version that appears on the 
Crossfade album." 


| sat down beside Shawn on the couch. Jamey Jasta was doing his normal, dorky-ass commentary. He had his 


nose so far up Bob's ass | wouldn't be surprised if he could see what she ate for dinner. 


Jamey Jasta: "| got so pissed because, honestly, | hadn't thought to buy the Crossfade album until | saw the 
"Dead Skin" video, and when | bought it, the version of that song with you wasn't on there." 


Bob smiled, pushing a curl behind her ear. She faked a cough. She was in flirt mode. | was familiar with that 


mode. 


Bob: "No, | can't tell you how much flack | get for that. Hey, | can't help it. Its not like | can make Ed and them 


recall their album just to put me on it" 


Nick laughed, brushing his fist under his nose. It was early winter in New York, and the nipple-head was still 
wearing shorts. | couldn't ever figure out why he did that. | guess it was a drummer thing, letting the legs 


breathe, or some stupid shit like that. 


On the other side of Bob was a guy I'd never seen before. My guess was that he was the guitarist. He looked 
like some Motley Crue reject, although he couldn't have been any older than his early thirties. He had a 

spattering of tattoos on each arm, and he had that silly looking blue/black Nikki Sixx hair, only it wasn't spikey; 
it was long around his face, stopping before it reached his shoulders. He was wearing a washed out novelty t- 
shirt like Bob, both of them in jeans and motorcycle boots. Obviously they shared the same wardrobe. It made 


me wonder what other things they were sharing. 
"| wonder who that idiot is," | said when the camera man did a single shot of the guitarist. 
Before Shawn could answer, a tag appeared under his face. ~Jason Hook/Blood Diamonds ~ 


"Jason Hook? I've never heard of him." 


The leather couch made a crinkling sound when Shawn shifted in his seat. "Just a minute ago they said he did 


some work with the Bullet Boys and Vince Neil's solo band" 
"Oh, now there's a winner." | snorted. "Looks like Bob settled for a pretty boy." 


"Maybe, but I've heard he's good. But what's even funnier than him working with Vince Neil is that they pulled 
him off a tour with Hillary Duff to do their album." 


| started laughing. "Hillary Duff? What the fuck? You gotta be kidding me." 
Shawn shook his head. "Nope. They said he played for Mandy Moore too." 


"Obviously he goes where the pussy goes." 


Jamey Jasta: "Well, let's roll your new video-" 
Nick: "You mean our ,i>only video." 


Jamey Jasta: (laughs) "Okay, well, here it is folks, what | know is going to be a break out video for this hot 
new band.'Molded' by Blood Diamonds."~ 


The clip began, and the first thing | saw was a pair of motorcycle boots stepping along the side of a street. 
When the camera panned up, it showed Bob, in the leather jacket I'd seen her in a million times, her hair 


blowing back in the wind. She hooked her thumb over her shoulder like she was hitchhiking. 


~"When | met you. was so naive and willing.pliable to your hands. You held me tight.and bent me this way and 
that. | couldn't be who you wanted me to be. | had to get out. And set myself free."~ 


The camera jumped to an empty black studio, the only decoration was a wash of orange and green light hitting 
the backdrop, a simple set up of instruments, and Bob singing into a mic. 


~"lwe changed, broken out of this mold you made for me. I'm someone new, someone different than that little 


pigeon you made coo."~ 

There were flashes of close ups to her eyes, to her mouth, her fingers jumping along the fret board of her 
bass. Then it panned back to show her full length. The Hook kid was on her right, strumming his guitar like he 
was slamming nails into it with a hammer, and Nick was on the left behind his kit. The whole time a fan was 

kicking the hair up around their faces. 

"Yeah, thats real fucking original." 


~"l'm a woman, strong enough to take the heat..strong enough to take whatever you throw my way. You can't 


stop me. You can't hold me. You can't force me back into that mold..the one I've outgrown"~ 

The camera closed in on Bob again, and she wasn't singing; | mean, there were no lyrics in the song at that 
time, just music, but her lips were moving anyways, and | swear what they said was, ‘Dave’. Then she gave 
this sheepish grin, shifting her eyes to the side. | was just about to brush it off as a figment of my 
imagination when Shawn nudged me in the ribs with his elbow. 

"You think she's still mad at you, or what?" 

He laughed when | edged my eyes to him. 

"You think?" 

"| don't know, Dave," he said sarcastically. "Maybe just a litte." 

After a mediocre solo by the Hook kid, Bob stepped up to the mic, and then the real Dave bashing began 
~"Master of magics five. Master of none. If | could, I'd cut out that devil tongue."~ 

Shawn turned to me again. "I think she's been reading your interviews." 

"Apparently so. You think | touched some nerves?" 

"Maybe a few sensitive ones." 

~"Poison isn't what I'll cure you with. For its aim is true.which is so much more than | can say for you.'~ 
"Yeah, I'd say she's mad." 

| scoffed. "Maybe just a little." 

When the video ended, they cut back to the Headbanger's Ball set, and this time it had those putzes from 
Crossfade sitting in with Bob and her boys. Jamey Jasta interviewed them then, only | didn't bother listening to 


them. Crossfade sucks. And then they cut to their video for the song "Dead Skin" that Bob had been talking 


about earlier. 
And wow. Bob. 


She was wearing some video vixen get-up, a pair of hip hugger jeans that if they went any lower would show 
her pubes, a thin black long sleeved, silky t-shirt that you could see an outline of her erect nipples through. 
She was sliding around the Crossfade singer, her torso working like some belly dancer on qualudes. Okay, maybe 


this Hook kid isn't the guy she's hooked up with..maybe it's this Crossfade dude. 


"Look at her!" Shawn laughed. "Who'd have thought Bob could be a sex symbol?" 


| thought it. | thought it long before these Nu-metal buttnuggets did, but | would never parade Bob around like 
some over grown Britney Spears. She's too good for that. The talents they had her advertising now where the 


ones she used to save for my private showings. 


| got disgusted when | watched her snuggling the Crossfade singer from behind, her arms reaching up under 
his arm pits, her fingers digging into his shoulders. Her ebony lashes softly batted, her glossed up lips were 


purring into his ear. 


She shed it for me. That bus ride to Boston, that was her exposing all of herself to me. If only she hadn't 
freaked out and shut herself off again. Maybe she'd be with me now, on my last stop of the BTU tour, letting 


me stroke her sinewy back like she was letting this nipplehead do in the video in front of me. 
| got up from the couch and began making my way back to the tour bus lounge. 

"Where ya goin’, Dave?" 

"Ehh, I've seen enough." 


| shut the door behind me, threw myself down on the bed, and stuffed a pillow behind my neck. After a few 
moments, | twisted to reach into my duffel on the floor. | held my cell phone up in front of me, tabbing the 
Touch pads to get to my directory. 


~Bob E~ 310-298-TTT]~ 


| hesitated when my thumb moved to the ‘call' button. What would | say? I'm sorry | said those things? | 
wasn't really. Most of it was the truth.why she left. And after a while | guess | broke down.all the questions. 


No one would take "amicable split" as an answer. Eventually | just gave in 


| learned my lesson about having a woman in my band They're nothing but trouble. They can say they're as tough 
as men, but theyre not. They're hormonal, weepy, and emotional. | didn’t know whether to give Bob a couple of 
Midol or a kick in the ass 


Was it really that bad? | didn't think so. Some of the other interviews | did.. well, they were a little worse, but 
still. | never said anything about her playing. | never once complained about that. She should thank me, because 
| haven't always been so kind to my other former band mates. With them | let it all hang out. She's lucky | 


didn't tell the press the exact reason she left. because she was in love with me. | wondered if she still was. 


~'You can't hold me.~ 


| guess she made it pretty clear, didn't she? 


| looked at her name in the ID box of my cell phone one more time, put my finger to the delete button, and 


watched her disappear. 


Emergency Diva Control Kit 


Author's Notes: 
A picture of Jason Hook can be found in my personal photogallery. He is a DOLL! Check him out: 


Our boot stomps echoed in the hall of MTV studios as we made our way through the front lobby. Hook pushed 
open the door to the outside, and | was immediately blinded by the sunlight. 


"Holy shit" | squinted, shielding my eyes with my hand. 
Hook chuckled. "That's fumy, isn't it?" 


"What?" Nick asked, approaching us from behind. He kept pace at our heels as we jumped into the stampeding 
herd of New Yorkers on the sidewalk. 


"IFs like going to the movies," Hook continued. "You know how you go to a theater, and no matter what time of 
day you get out of it, you expect it to be dark outside? Anytime you do a television spot it's the same way. It 
gets me every time." 

| nodded, trying to watch Hook talk and not run into any pedestrians as we made our way through Time Square. 
At one point our shoulders slammed into each other because neither one of us had enough space on the other 
side to make room for the people zooming head on towards us. 

"That's one thing you can say about New York," he said, giving a soft smile. "Even going for a walk isn't boring.’ 


When we got to the street corner, Nick stuck his hand up in the air. "Taxil" 


A yellow cab swerved, almost crashing into a few people before screeching to a halt beside us. We climbed in 
and into what had become our standard formation, me in the middle, Nick to my left, and Hook on my right. 


"La Guardia" 


An hour later we were sitting in exactly the same order, only we were in the airport terminal waiting to board 


our plane. Another hour after that we were in our seats, buckling our lap belts. 


"Why do | always have to sit by the window?" Nick asked. "Every damn time we get on a fucking plane, l'm 


nauseous because I've got the window seat" 


Tilting my head back, | closed my eyes. "Hey, you don't want me by the window; we'll all be wearing half 
digested pizza before the flight's done." 


Nick leaned forward to see around me. | could tell Hook was pretending not to hear him. 

"Hey man, trade seats with me." 

Hook looked out into the isle, leaning over the arm rest, like he dropped something. 

‘Hey’ 

This time Hook looked behind him like he thought he heard someone call him. 

"Hey!" Nick leaned in front of me and slapped his leg. "Hook!" 

When he turned around, his bright blue eyes were widened. "What?!" 

"Trade seats with me," Nick repeated. 

Very nonchalantly Hook said, "No." 

"What? C'mon! You always get the isle seat!" 

"Well, you always get..." 

He hesitated, trying to come up with something. Truth was Nick always got the worst of everything, the 
crappiest seat, the last place in line, the least amount of exposure in any interview or publicity shot we did. 
Bless his heart; it sucks to be the drummer. 


"C'mon, man." 


Nick was giving him the puppy eyes, but that would never work on Hook. C'mon, he'd spent the past five years 
of his career dealing with teenage divas. Like Nick could beat any of them. 


"Aw, fuck it. Okay. I'll trade seats with ya." 

Well. | guess | was wrong. 

| leaned back, trying to keep my face out of their asses as they squeezed in front of me. Hook slid into the 
little sandwich wedge of seat between me and the window. Nick flopped down on the other side with a loud sigh, 
stretching his legs out into the isle. 


"Ahhhh, now this is flying.” 


He reclined the seat as far back as it would go and smiled at me. 


"Nick, you know you're going to have to put that up right when we take off" 

"| don't care. | just wanna relax, even if its only for a couple of minutes. | need every second | can get” 
And he wasn't joking either. We were all exhausted. New York, Dallas, Seattle, LA, Jersey..we were jetting all 
over North America doing PR for the album. You know, when you're just a hired gun you don't have to do 
much of that, but when you're the one with a career at stake, its all go, go, go, and go. 


"| can't wait to get into my own bed," | sighed. 


Then | thought about it for a second. | wasn't going to be getting into my own bed. | was going to be getting 
into Hook's. 


Whoa. Hold up. 


Now before you start thinking what | know you're thinking, let me explain I'd been staying at Hook's apartment 
in LA until | could find my own place. When | got back from the BIU tour, the first thing | did was put the 
Phoenix house on the market and crammed all my stuff in storage. Then | took turns sleeping on Nick's or 
Hook's couches. More and more | was ending up at Hook's simply because Nick was going through some crazy 
shit with his son's mother and having me around, butting my big ole nose into everything, was not helping. And 
anyways, Hook's couch was softer, it was actually a twin bed with pillows on it to make it look like a couch. To 
top that off, | didn’t have to worry about waking up in the middle of the night to yank leggos or lincoln logs 
out out of my ass. 


"Oh fuck, my stomach already hurts." Jason turned to me, looking a little green as the wheels of the plane 
jumped and bounced. It was kicking up off the ground beneath us. 


"Don't look out the window. That's what does it" 
"| know. | can't help it." 
| leaned in front of Hook and pulled the shade down. “There, maybe that will help." 


He reclined his seat and tried to get comfortable. He twisted away from me. He twisted towards me. Each 


movement he made brushed his leg up against mine..or his arm against my arm.or his feet against my feet. 
On the other side of me, Nick was already sound asleep, snoring. 
Jason opened one of his eyes. "Tell me a story, Bob." 


| laughed. "What?" 


Ill take my mind off my stomach." 

"How about Snow White?" 

"No. Tell me a true story." 

"What, do you want a glass of milk and a cookie too?" 

He smiled. "Chocolate chip." 

"Who do | look like, Jason? Betty fucking Crocker?" 

We laughed together, and | mussed his hair, and then he mussed mine. 

Okay, so, yeah, maybe | was a little fond of the guy. | doubt anyone with a hearty supply of estrogen could 
resist his boyish charm. But, if | learned one thing over the past year..had that fucking lesson beat into my 
brain.it was to not mix business with pleasure. On top of that, Hook and | were becoming fast friends, and | 
didn't want to wreck that either. 

"C'mon" He nudged my arm. "Tell me about touring with Mustaine." 


"Nooooo. Nope. I'll let Nick tell you his stories. Mine are boring.’ 


"Yeah, sure they are." He smiled again, a sleepy fog narrowing his eyes. "What's this shit | hear about walking 


down Nature's Way?" 

| chuckled. "Well, its.it's shit" 

"Nick says you poisoned him." 

"Agghhh, | gave him too much laxative. | didn't poison him. He can be so fucking dramatic sometimes." 
"He said something about a titty bar too." 

The smile fell off my face. "What?" 


"Dancers coming on to you or something like that." Hook grinned, and | could tell by that grin that he knew 
more than just that happened. 


"Fucker." | swung my arm out, slamming it into Nick's stomach. 


He bolted upright and cried out, "Goddammit, Bob!" He shoved my shoulder, knocking me into Hook. "What the 
fuck is your problem?" 


My voice rose. "Why can't you just keep your fucking mouth shut? You have to fucking tell everybody 
everything? | swear, between you and Dave, a girl can't have any privacy! | make a couple of mistakes and the 


whole fucking world knows about it!" 


When | finally stopped and caught my breath, | noticed half the plane was twisted in their seats, trying to get 
a look at the crazy, yelling bitch.me. 


"Hey, cool out." Jason patted my arm. "It's no big deal.” 


| swung my head in his direction. "Yes!" Then | hesitated to lower my voice to a huffy whisper. "Yes, it is. What 
happened during BTU needs to stay with BTU.in the past" 


Hook whispered back, leaning towards me. "So you kissed a couple of girls. So, what?" 
| winced and then slowly turned towards Nick He arched an eyebrow. 

"You didn't tell him." 

"No. Why would | do that?" 

From the other side of me. "Tell me what?" 

Nick and |, simultaneously. "Nothing." 


| faced forward and took a deep breath. We hadn't even begun a tour yet, and | was already coming apart at 
the seams. | could thank Dave for that. 


"Bob, you need to meditate or something.” 
"Like that would help." 


Hook patted my arm again, rubbing his fingertips in a slow circle over my skin. He was trying to calm me. It 


was working..sort of. 
"Hey, when we get home, we'll have a couple of beers and everything will be alright. You're just tired” 


| turned to smile at him, and that's when | noticed a copy of Guitar One magazine rolled up and wedged against 


the arm of his chair. | pointed at it. 
"What's that?" 


Hook's eyes widened. Then he grabbed it and crossed his arms over his chest, tucking it up against his body. 


"This? Oh, it's nothing." 
| stuck my hand out. "Give it." 
"Why?" He began a shallow laugh. "It's just some stupid guitar magazine. You don't want to read it” 


A bit of orange could be seen on the cover, the part that was sticking out on the other side of his armpit. It 
looked like hair. Orange..red hair. 


"Hand it over, Hook" 

"Look, Bob, you really don't wanna-" 
"Now" 

ae 

| reached for it, but Jason held me back 
"Nick!" 


The three of us tussled, my legs kicking out to push Nick away, my fingers clawing, trying to pry the magazine 
away from Jason. 


"Arrrggghh!" 
After some scratching, and maybe a little bit of biting, | yanked the magazine out of Hook's grasp. 
"Ahhh!" 


Then | quickly got to my feet and tried to get out into the isle. | stumbled but caught myself when Nick stuck 
his foot out. 


"Fucker." 

| walked down to the lavatory, every once in a while looking over my shoulder to see Nick leaning out to the 
side, watching me. Hook's head was perched up over the back of his seat. | could see in their eyes that | had 
something in my hands that was going to make me upset.okay, more upset. Why else would they be acting like 
this? 


| slammed the bathroom door shut and locked the latch. ~Occupied~ 


| leaned up against the sink and unrolled the magazine. Dave's arrogant face smirked from the cover. It was 


Torn diagonally from the top corner to the middle, right across his pelvis. 
‘Ohhhh, if only | could tear you there in real life..." 


| flipped the pages back and forth until | spotted another picture of Dave. This one had him behind his mic, 
holding his BTU DV8, and me to his right, my hair a blonde blur as it was being flung out of my face. 


Bending the magazine backwards against its spine, open at the page where Dave's interview began, | was caught 
by the sight of my name. It practically glowed red it stuck out so much. As my eyes transmitted the words 
into my brain, my hands began to tremble. Pretty soon my whole body was shaking. 

~Dave Mustaine~Exclusive Interview~ 


GO: You changed bassist, Bobby Ellison out for James McDonough mid-way during the tour. Why did you do that? 


DM: Well, you see, lve never had a female in my band before, nor will | ever again What's the saying? A female's 
perogttive is to change her mind? Well, | guess you could say she changed her mind She wanted fo be in Megadeth, 
then she didnt want to be in Megadeth. Exit stage left 


GO: Youre saying Bobby Ellison quit? Why? 

DM: | dont know. Maybe youd do better asking Bob why. Id be curious to hear how shed explain it 

Maybe she couldn't handle the struggles of the road Maybe she felt she'd gleened enough clout off me to strike 
out on her own All I know is that once the fans accepted her, and interest in her was generated, she quit. So, 


what does that look like to you? That she really wanted fo be in Megadeth? Or that she used me as a stepping 


stone for her own personal gain? Either way, | know what it looks like to me. 


| quit reading at that point, not because | couldn't stomach anymore. I'd learned that | was insatiable when it 
came to reading the shit Dave was saying about me. | stopped because | could hear Nick on the other side of 


the lavatory door. 


"Bob, you can't keep following up on every word Dave says to the press. You know how he is. You've seen what 


he's said about Ellefson and me. He does it to everyone." 


| wanted to tell Nick that | wasn't just another band mate to Dave. | was his lover. He shouldn't be treating me 


like this. | didn't do anything to hurt him. | loved him for fuck's sake! Why was he doing this to me? 


"Bob, you better hurry up and come out. You've got Hook up in a tizzy. He's pulling out the Emergency Diva 
Control Kit." 


"Fuck you, Nick" 


"lm serious. | can smell the chocolate from here. The Vogue magazine...the La Perla lingerie catalogue... He's 
ordering you an herbal tea from the stewardess as we speak." 


| popped the latch and cracked the door. | could see one of Nick's dark, saucer shaped eyes, and half his lip and 


goatee. 

"Tell him that doesn’t work on heavy metal chicks 

"Oh yeah" Nick smiled. "I guess | should tell him to get a bottle of Jaeger and a Wal-mart advertisement flyer: 
| started laughing. "No, no, a Frederick's of Hollywood catalogue would work just fine” 

"Yeah, and a box of those Hostess chocolate cupcakes.what are they called? Oh yeah, ding dongs: 


"No, Nick" | smiled. "I've already got all the ding dongs | need" 


Dolly 


Author's Notes: 
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Hook was right; things did get better when we got back to LA. After a few brews, a long sleep, a hot shower, 
and a thick breakfast, he and | went to the local guitar shop to check out a few axes. 


"Oo000, check this baby out" 

Hook lowered the most beautiful vintage Fender Precision bass off the wall and handed it to me. 
"How offen do you see that color?" he asked, pushing his hands to his hips. 

As | ducked into the loop of the guitar strap | sighed. "Olympic white? Not faded? Almost never: 


| wiggled the neck, adjusting the fit. It was heavy, but the weight was evenly distributed, making it comfortable. 
| slapped my thumb on the E string, making a ‘BONG’ sound. 


‘Its all original," the sales guy said, walking up to us. 

| scoffed. "You're shitting me." 

"Nope. Checked the date on the pick-up myself. June of 1166." 
My eyes shifted to Jason "Oh man, that's sweet." 

"Do you like it? 

"Of course | like it" | eyed the salesman. "How much?" 

‘Its a bargain. Only fifty-fifty." 

"Huh?" 

"Five thou-" Jason added. 

"Shit" 


The salesman pointed over to the glassed-in jam room towards the back. "Go plug it in" 


"No, I'm not going to go fall in love with this guitar and then have to put it back on the rack." 


Hook nudged me. "C'mon" He grabbed a Les Paul from its stand and started yanking me behind him. "What's it 
going to hurt to jam a little?" 


“Eehhhgghhh." 
He yanked the glass door back and swung me through. "Use the stack on the right, and I'll get the left" 


| felt like Geddy Lee, standing there with this dinosaur strapped to my torso. Canting my legs out into a wide 
stance | rumbled my strings. It eventually turned into "Red Barchetta’. 


Hook smiled. "Good call." And then he jumped in with me. 

We busted through that classic, and then he started improvising. We were enveloped in a blanket of sound in 
the tiny room. There were only two little Marshall practice amps, but they were probably cranked up to 
eleven Jason was smoking, whipping out stuff I'd never even heard before. | followed as best | could. When I'd 


stumble he'd laugh and try to head butt me. 


"Is got a good sound to it," he yelled, squinting his eyes at me. "Thick. Warm. | like it. It sounds like you." He 


smiled again, a gelled clump of dark hair swaying in front of his face. "You should buy it” 


Abruptly | stopped. Jason's notes continued on, thinner, tinny sounding without my fills. He frowned and silenced 
the reverb by cupping his hand on the guitar's neck. 


"What's wrong?" 


| slipped the guitar strap over my head. "Five thousand is too much for a guitar. My car isn't even worth that 
much." 


"Hey, you're a professional. You should have quality gear. Instruments like that don't find their way to you 
often. You still have some of that Mega-money.” He leaned forward, jutting his face into mine, kicking off about 
three of four rolling arpeggios. "It's not like you have rent to pay or anything.’ 


| chuckled. "Eventually | will. Its not like | can bum off you and Nick forever." 


"Forget about staying with Nick. Just set yourself up at my place. What's the point in settling somewhere when 


we'll be on tour in a month or two anyway?" 
"Yeah, | guess you're right." 


"Of course l'm right. Just like | was right about you doing the Crossfade thing. That smooth move set us up 


royally." 

"Yeah." | sighed. "It has worked out pretty well, despite the fact | looked like a porn star in their video." 
Hook raised an eyebrow, smiling. "Yeah, you kinda acted like one too." 

Dead pan. “Shut up." 

"So, you gonna go out with that guy or what?" 

"Ahhh, no. | don't think so." 

"Why not? | thought you liked ole Ed Sloan" 


Embarrassed, | focused my eyes on the bass' head stock | twisted a tuning key, not much, because it was in 
perfect tune already. "Well, if he would call me...” 


"Ooo." Hook covered his mouth, spitting a laugh. "He dogged ya, huh?" 

| pursed my lips, giving him the evil eye. 

"Bob was dogged by Wolverine. Isn't that a shame?" 

He laughed again. Yeah, Jason found my amorous misfortunes amusing, the putz. Even more funny was he 
thought Ed Sloan looked like Wolverine from the X-men.which, yeah, okay, maybe he did a little, what with that 
spiky hair and fox-like face, but still, the guy was damn hot. So, yeah, | was a little disappointed when he didn't 
use the phone number I'd given him. 

"Who'd have thought anyone would be immune to your charms?" 

"Okay, Hook, you've made your point.” 

He laughed again, ripping out a screech from the Les Paul in his hands. "First Newsted..now Wolverine...” 
"Ggggrrrrr" 


"You must be losing your touch, Bob." 


My eyes shifted to the side. | shoved my tongue into my jaw to get a piece of breakfast out from between 
my teeth. 


Then he added, "Well, its not your touch you're having a problem with.it's getting someone else to touch you 
that's your problem." 


"Quit being an ass, Hook." 


He laughed and slid through a couple of scales, smiling at me the whole time. | decided at that moment to get 


the bass. Retail therapy. | needed it. 


There is truth to the old adage, when it rains it pours. Of course, the reverse side of that is when it's dry, 
its dirt-cracking, killing-plants dry. I'd had more than enough drought in the love/sex department over the 


past couple of months than | could bear. 


First, there was the whole thing with Mustaine. You know, somehow | thought that when | left he'd at least, 
you know, call to check up on me every now and then, but he didn't. After that tearful good-bye in Boston | 
hadn't seen hide nor hair of him. No emails. No phone calls. No nothing. It was a clean break, except for this 


piece of my heart that he was holding on to..and ripping into little bitty bits. 


Then there was Jay.Newsted No sooner had | become "unattached" he was practically engaged to this drop- 
dead, gorgeous, exotic oriental girl named Kyanna. And get this..Ross Halfin introduced them.asshole. At least | 
could be happy Jay had someone who was available to comfort him when Piggy died. We were in the last 


stages of recording when that happened, and | was incommunicado. 


Which brings me to Ed Sloan. After his manager introduced us, we spent some time together, him hanging out 
while we recorded the Blood Diamonds~'First Time for Everything’ CD. He even laid down some background 
vocals on ‘Torn Up, Tied Down’, which was a god-send because Nick and Hook can only do so much when it 
comes to singing. And I'll admit, our voices meshed well together. Just listen to the new version of ‘Dead Skin’, 
and you'll see what | mean. Call it tooting my own horn, but | kicked ass on that. Now only if I'd been smarter 


about my wardrobe choice when | shot the video with them, | wouldn't be in this predicament now. 
Which brings us to a phone interview with a journalist from ‘Hard Edge’ magazine. 


~"You've got a sexy image going for you, Miss Ellison. | just did a piece with Dave Mustaine yesterday, and he 
says you're using it to sell records. What do you say about that?"~ 


Aye carrumba Mental note: make voodoo doll of Dave. Stick pins in eyes, ears, fingers, and most 


importantly..his groin 


"Hmmm. Well, at this point I'm not selling any records. ‘First Time for Everything’ hasn't even been released 


yet." 
~"But don't you think your image is meant to catch the public's attention?"~ 


"I want the music to catch the public's attention. If you've seen the video for ‘Molded’, it's quite a bit different 


than what | did with Crossfade." 
~"But-"~ 


"And you can tell Dave Mustaine that his mentioning me is just going to help sales..that is once the record's 
out." 


~"So, there's a competition going on?" ~ 

"No, but | think he wants me to fail." 

~"Why would he want you to do that?"~ 

"Well, he wouldn't want me to be more successful than him, would he?" 

~"Do you think you will be?"~ 

"| hope so." 

~"Too rub it in his face-"~ 

"No. Now, you stop that right there. The past, like, five, wait, all the interviews I've done, you guys have been 
trying to pit Dave and me against each other.which is the same thing you ass holes did to Jun-, | mean, David 
Ellefson, and Nick Menza, and Jesus, everybody else who's been in Megadeth. | have nothing but the highest 
level of gratitude to Mustaine for giving me the chance to prove myself a good musician. I'm not going to lie 
and say that being in Megadeth hasn't gotten me where | am. Hell, the only reason Roadrunner Records even 
gave me the time of day was completely due to the fact that they'd heard my name in association with 
Dave's. Yes, | admit that. Give Dave his fucking cookie. He helped me; big deal. Like the association of him being 
in Metallica didn't do the same thing for him." 


~"So, then him saying you used Megadeth as a stepping stone is an accurate statement?" ~ 


| knocked the heel of my hand against my forehead, gritting my teeth. Be one with the Ellefsonisms..be one 
with the Ellefsonisms. Don't bad mouth. 


"I didn't join Megadeth to quit. | played in Megadeth because | love Megadeth. That music is what | grew up to, 


honed my chops on. | think Dave is a musical genius. | have nothing but respect and admiration for him." 
~"And nothing else?"~ 
Silence. Huh? What does he mean by that? 


"Miss Ellison? Are you still there?" 


I'm trying to determine what you're getting at" 

~"There's been talk that you left Megadeth because of more personal reasons."~ 
"Such as?" 

~"A romantic attachment."~ 

"Who's saying that?" 

~'ls it true?"~ 

Silence. Once again, I'm stumped. 

~"Miss Ellison?"~ 

"Where'd you get that bull shit from, Metal Sludge? They're the fucking Inquirer of the music industry." 
~"You haven't answered the question"~ 

"I will not justify it with an answer. And.l'm done with this interview." ~click~ 


After | slammed the phone down, | looked at Hook, who had his mouth dropped open. "Shit, are they all like 
that?" 


"Pretty much. But that one was a litte bit more.intense." 

"Everyone asks you about Mustaine?" 

nae 

'Sheeeee” 

"Yeah" 

"Hmmm, | guess you're in a bad mood now, huh?" 

| swallowed hard. "A little” 

'So.does that mean you don't want to go check out the tour bus Susan hooked us up with?" 


"Well, that might be fun" 


Hook smiled, grabbing his keys. "Alright then, lets go." 

Riding from the apartment to the bus lot probably should have taken about twenty minutes, but | barely had 
time to take a deep breath before we were there. | shit you not, the Hook drove his karmann ghia like it was a 
motorcycle, weaving in and out of traffic. We probably went ninety-five the whole way. 

"You're going to get us killed!" | clenched hold of the Jesus-handle, you know, the one just above the window, 
almost on the ceiling of the car, with both hands. "Slow down!" And when we did get there, | had to sit and wait 
for my heart to catch up with us. "I'm not riding with you.not ever again" 

"You won't have to. Not when we'll be riding that." 

| followed Jason's arm and then pointer finger out across the parking lot to a big, black, monster of a bus. It 
was black, black, and more black. The windows, the sides, the wheels, everything on it was black. So fucking cool. 
When we got out of the car, Susan, our tour manager was standing out in front of it, a big smile plastered 
across her face. 

"Oh my god, its beautiful,” | shrieked. | know it's girly, but, hey, | couldn't help but shriek; the damn thing was 
a musician's dream. It had to be brand spanking new and the size of half a football field. | went up to the front 
and started polishing the silver eagle with the sleeve of my t-shirt. 


"This kicks ass," Jason said, following along. He jumped up onto the tips of his Converse tennis shoes, trying to 
see into the cab. 


"Well, lm glad you like this," Susan added, "but it isnt yours. 

Simultaneous heartbreak. "It's not?" 

She shook her head "Nope. But don't give me that look, Bob. Yours is much better, trust me” 
Jason and | perked up. "It is?” 


"Oh yeah." She waved her hand up at the monster bus. "This..this is just like everyone else's. The one | got you 


is much.much better..lots of character." 
"Really?" 

"Absolutely." 

"So where is it," Hook asked 


"This way. Follow me." 


And we did..with incredibly high hopes..which sunk about a hundred feet when we stepped to the other side of 


the black monster. 
"Nooo000," | woofed, shaking my head. "No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no." 


‘Oh, c'mon" Susan padded the.uh..what looked to be, aluminum, painted over with lavender lacquer, peeling a 


little..side. "Isn't this the bomb?" 

"The bomb? Yeah, and this is what it looks like detonated, right?" 

If Susan hadn't been one of Nick's friends | would have sucker punched her when she turned to pick a strip of 
paint off the side. And speaking of the man, just as | was silently cursing his name, he bounced up alongside 
me. 

"No" was the only word out of his mouth. 

"Yes." Susan smiled. "Yes, this is it" 

"Why?" | asked "Who hates us?" 

She frowned. "No one." 

Okay, to give you the full, horrible, picture, I'll go into great detail describing this thing to you, even though it 
pains me to no end. The best thing about it was that it was a Silver Eagle, but the silver eagle wasn't silver 
anymore. Someone had painted it a gaudy, fake bronze. The shell? Like | said, it was lavender peel, and what 
looked like dented-up tin. | was scared to see what the inside looked like. 

"This used to be Dolly Parton's bus." 

“And.l'm supposed to be impressed?" 

Jason this whole time never said a word. 

"lim not riding in that," Nick mumbled. "I'm.l'm not." 

"Susan" | smiled, sidling up to her, draping my arm over her shoulder. "Can we get a refund on this bus?" 


"No, | signed the contract yesterday. It's non-retractable." 


"Then, let's see if we can just rent another one. This looks like it won't make it across LA, let alone across the 


cou ntry." 


"No", she said, "there's not enough money for that, and even if there were, we couldn't get anything better. 
This is the only bus | could get with the budget Roadrunner gave me." 


Behind me was a bunch of mumbling. "We're going to die on the side of the road. We're going to get stranded, 


and no one will find us, and we'll have to draw straws to see who we're going to eat first." 
"Nick, shut up. Lets not freak out..yet 


"Heh." Jason cracked a big smile, pointing at the bus' rearview mirror. It had a word, elaborately painted in 


white. "Dolly: 

"That's just fucking great. Not only is our bus lavender, it's got a stupid name." 

"Dolly," Nick muttered. "Oh god." 

This..this is what we got for hiring a friend to be our road manager. The only experience Susan had with 
organizing a tour was coordinating a week long field trip for her daughter's high school drill team. We were so 
fucked. 

"Look," Susan said, cocking her leg out. "The truth is that if we spent a bunch of money on the bus, and then 
the record didn't sell hot, Roadrunner would yank the tour as soon as we got through the first advance. We're 
talking two months, tops. Now, with this," she waived her hand out, "we have extra money to go another two 
months." 


| was really beginning to regret buying that Fender... 


She continued, without so much as a breath. "Exposure is everything. l'm certain once you guys play enough 


live gigs you'll develop your street cred and it'll all be downhill from there. You'll thank me when this is done." 

Hook eyed me sideways. "Street cred?" 

"Well, she's got a point," Nick muttered; although | think he decided to back up Susan so Jason and | didn't gang 
jump him after she left. "I don't want to be coming home after two months. This is my last chance, guys. This 


is it for me. If we don't make it, I'm done." 


| looked at Jason. "So, it's purple. So, what, right? At least we have a tour bus. I've toured in a mini-van. This 


has got to be better than that" 
He smirked. "Don't count on it" 


~the~ 


Baggage 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Dave-muse has been resuscitated. Thank. God. 


| wish | could say that once we stepped inside our new tour bus, Dolly, that it was better than the outside let 
on, but..no, it was worse. I'd never seen so much purple and lavender in my life. Lavender vinyl covering the 
seats and couches, lavender carpet on the floor, lavender formica covering all the other surfaces. There was 
some wood paneling, painted white, up on the walls, but that paint was old and looked like dusty chalk. Over the 
course of our walk-thru | think Nick started crying. It happened when we got to the sleeping area and he saw 
that the bunk curtains were purple taffeta or something like that. They were iridescent, looking lavender one 


way, black, if you turned them the next. 
"This must have been on sale," | droned, flicking a curtain with my finger. 
"Hey, look," Hook called out from the lounge, "they decorated it for us." 


| squeezed past Susan, trying my best not to get a fistful of her hair and push her head into the lavender 
formica cabinetry. When | got to Hook, | turned to see what he was motioning his hand at. 


‘Is that ivy.plastic ivy?" | picked up a runner of fake foliage and yanked it off the headboard of the full size 
bed that was parked in the middle of the back lounge. There was also a pink wooden heart there..and some 


more flowers.plastic, of course. "Thats rice. It really is..all color coordinated in shades of pepto-bismol." 


"Who's gonna get the bed?" Nick asked, coming up behind me. "Because, you know, I've got to have circulating 


air, and these bunks don't have any vents." 
The three of us took turns eyeing each other. 
Hook shrugged. "Flip a coin?" 


"Hey, | should get the bed. l'm the singer; if | get a respiratory infection by breathing skank out of the air 


from the bunks, we're all fucked" 
Nick lowered his chin, his jaw dropping open. Then he turned to Hook. "Time to pull out the Diva kit" 
Hook. "No fucking kidding." 


"Heyl" | wagged my finger side to side. "Like you guys can't sleep on the couches..all four, five hundred purple 
yards of them." 


Nick shook his head like he was trying to get something out of it, and then he spied the lavender shower in the 


lavatory. "Jesus, Susan, what year is this?" 

Hook and Susan looked our way. | thumped him on the arm. "It's two thousand and six, ya dipshit.” 

"Nol" He stamped his foot. "The bus? The year the fucking bus was made!" 

Susan, trying not to get too close to any of us replied, "Oh, it's a nineteen sixty eight model." 

"That's before | was born," Hook barked. 

"That's before all of us were born," | added. "Oh, except for Nick" 

"Hey, hey." He taped his chest, raising a eyebrow. "June 1168, baby." 

"Oh good. Hook and | can lay wager to which one of you will go out to pasture first” 

And so on, and so forth, etcetera, etcetera It was nothing but back and forth bickering after that, so we all 
decided to call it a day with "Dolly". Nick went back to take his son to the park. Susan went back to her diligent 
task of fucking up our lives, and Hook and | returned to his apartment. We settled in to do a little bit of writing 
when someone rang his doorbell 


"Hey, its the UPS man," Hook said, peeking out the peephole. "Whoa, and he's got something big." 


"Really?" | came to get a look when Jason opened the door. "Holy moly, who's that for?" | said to the brown 


uniformed dude, who was scribbling something on his clipboard. 

"Bob Ellison?" 

"That's me." 

He looked me up and down. "You're Bob Ellison?" 

| nodded. Jason leaned out of the doorway, trying to get his eyes on the clipboard. 
"Okay, sign here." 

Scribbly scribble. | handed him back his pen. "There you go, John Hancock." 

Then he tilted back his dolly and wheeled the fucker in. 


"Who's this from?" | asked as the UPS dude was laying it down in the middle of Hook's living room. 


He looked at his clipboard. "It just says ‘Benchmark’." 
"Oh shit" 
"What?" Hook asked. "What's Benchmark?" 


"Benchmark Entertainment. That's Dave's management team. | wonder what they're sending me. It looks awfully 


big to be a bomb." 

He edged up next to me, poising his hands on his hips. "Not if its one of those nukes they shoot up from out 
of those underground bunkers, you know, the kind where the earth opens up and spits one of those rockets 
out." 

| turned to look at him. "You're not helping, man." 


He started laughing. "Well, shit, open it, and let's find out" 


| yanked my key chain out of my jean pocket and got my little Swiss army knife to slice the box seams. 
Wincing, | pulled the side open. All | saw was black. 


"What is it?" 

| don't know, Hook. Hold on." 

A little more cutting, a little more pulling. That's when | noticed it had wheels on the bottom. 

"| think | can roll it out.” 

Jason backed up behind me, grabbing the side of it. Wolll a wolll a wolllll. It wheeled out of the box. 
'Itssssssss..a trunk?" | peered around to Hook on the other side. "Why would Benchmark send me a trunk?" 


| could see he was trying to tell me something, but he was too busy suppressing a smile, his eyes glued to his 


side of the trunk 
"What?" 


| moved around. In red lettering, spray painted on the side, the trunk said, ‘Blood Diamonds/Booby Ellison. Handle 


with care: 


"Booby." | shook my head. "He thinks he's so fucking funny. 


"Is this from Dave?" 
"I think so. Let's open it up and see if there's anything inside." 


Since Hook was the tour pup extroidanaire, he knew exactly where all the latches where and how to persuade 


them into opening. A few flicks here. A few flicks there. And viola 

"Hey look, an envelope” 

Hook bent down to get it, but | snatched it out of his hands. When | opened it, he leaned over my shoulder. 
"Excuse me." | pressed the paper to my chest. "This was addressed to me, | believe.” 

He narrowed his eyes and threw himself on the couch. "Fine. It's probably a love letter" 

"Shut up. 

"Oh Boobyllll" he sang. "Oh Booby, | miss you" 

He continued on after that, but | tuned him out. The letter was much more interesting, 

~Bob, 

Here's something for all your baggage. 


~Dave.~ 


Yeah, it was short, which is weird because we all know Dave is not a man of little words. | couldn't figure out 


what he was meaning by all this. Was it an apology? Did he want something? Is that why he sent me this? 
"So?" Jason asked, tilting his head up off the arm rest. 

| shrugged my shoulders 

"Well, what did it say?" 


| tossed the letter over, it slowly shimmying down like a feather and landing on his legs. Hook read it and then 
looked at me. "What does this mean?" 


"| don't know." 
"You gonna call him?" 


“Should |?" 


Hook smirked, shaking his head. 

"No?" 

"You want to, though, don't you?" 

| stared blankly for a moment and then grabbed my cell phone off the coffee table. | dont know why | still had 
his number in my directory, but | did. This was the first time I'd ever used it. | didn't know if l'd be able to 
hear anything seeing that the sound of my heart pounding was banging in my ears. After a few rings, he 
picked up. 

~"Oh my god, well, /ook who's calling me.~ 

"Hey, Dave." 

~"Wow, so you aren't too good to speak to me, then"~ 

| scoffed. "Ugh, whatever. The lines go both ways-" 

~"| wanna see you."~ 

Silence. Oh my god. 

~"Bob?"~ 

"Why? You haven't hurt me enough in the press. You wanna see what damage you can do in person?" 


~"| figured you were mad about that." ~ 


"Of course. You know anger is the first response to emotional pain. l'm an angry, angry person because of you, 


Dave." 

~"Well then meet me, and I'll make it better."~ 

"How about just keeping your mouth shut about me in interviews?" 
~"Because the first option is much more fun"~ 

| pushed my hand up through my hair, grimacing. "You got a lot of nerve-" 


~'l be at Sushi Ota's in an hour. | know you won't pass up a free meal, so I'll see you there."~ 


~click~ 

| closed my eyes, sucking in a breath. | was not going. | was not going..was |? 
"Well, what did he say?" Hook asked. 

"He wants to see me." 


Jason pointed over to the closet in the foyer. "I got a Louisville slugger in there. Lewwer him to the car and 


then ‘bam’, right in the knee cap." 

My eyes bugged. "Wow, Hook, thats pretty violent.” 

"Oh, and this is coming from someone who said she wanted to take his testicles off with a dull steak knife." 

| chuckled. "That's right. | did say that, didn't 1?" 

Hook nodded, pursing his lips. 

"Well, we're meeting for sushi, so | can count on chopsticks. Jabbed in the right place, those can really hurt.” 
"Oooooh, sushi? Can | go?" 


"No. 


After dragging a dry razor over my legs and underarms, a quick blow-out, a change into my best faded jeans 


and clingiest 60's vintage sweater | had clean, | drove down to Sushi Ota's. 
As soon as | pulled into the parking lot, | saw him standing out in front, underneath the concrete overhang of 
the strip mall sidewalk. No, he didn't invite me to the nicest restaurant in town, but I'd heard from Nick and 


Hook that the ambience was nothing on the food. 


He was wearing sunglasses, a black hockey jersey, and blue jeans. | noticed his hair was longer, curlier than the 
last time I'd seen him, and he looked like he was trying to fill in a beard. He scratched his nose with his thumb 


and moistened his lips as | walked up. 
"Bob." 


For a moment | couldn't speak. Standing next to him was like walking up to a thousand bolt heat lamp. | had to 


squint my eyes and look away. 
"You look good." 
Weakly, | smiled. "Thanks. So do you." 


More silence. A strong gust of wind blew up and it was almost strong enough to knock me over. Part of me 


wanted to hug him..but then again, another part of me wanted to knee him in the groin 

"Well, fuck, it's cold out here. Let's go inside and get a seat." 

| followed him up to the bar, the smell of Tide slapping me in the face the whole entire way. I'd missed that 
smell. | didn't even realize how much until it was up my nostrils again | took a deep whiff of it as he pulled out 
a bar stool for me, and again when he brushed against me to take one for himself. He pushed his sunglass up 
on his head and stared me straight on. 

"So, how's Nick?" 

For a moment, all | could do was nod. Then | choked out, "He's good..healthy..playing better than ever." 

“I'm glad to hear it" 

| nodded again, looking around the restaurant. It was practically empty, being that it was only three in the 
afternoon. An old Japanese couple in the corner rolled burgundy napkins into tubes around silverware and spoke 
in native tongue. The woman looked up at me and smiled. 

"So, you got the trunk then?" 

"Yeah." | brought my eyes back to him. "Yeah, thanks, | needed one of those." 


| know, that's why | sent it” 


My eyes turned towards the waiter, who had set two glasses of water in front of us. He said something in 
Japanese and | didn't have a clue what to do. 


"Mizu," Dave said, and then casually pointing his finger at me. "Atsukan’ 
The waiter nodded and walked away. 
"What was that?" 


"A drink order." 


"Why aren't we getting the same thing?" 
"Because you're going to have alcohol and I'm not! 
"Alcohol?" 

"Soke" 

"Well, then why didn't you just say sake?" 


"Because | ordered you hot sake," he said, running the palm of his hand up and down my arm. "It's barely forty 
degrees outside and you've only got this silly crocheted thing on 


‘I'm not cold." 

Dave's lip curled into a lopsided smile. "Then why are you shaking?" 

‘lim not shaking," 

"Yeah, you are." 

Okay, | was, but I'd hoped he hadn't noticed it. 

| leaned back when the waiter parked a little carafe and cup in front of me. Right before he set down the 
second cup, Dave lifted his hand and spouted some more Japanese out, causing the waiter to take the second 
cup and scurry away. 

"| don't know why people don't ever fucking listen" 

"Oooh, Dave, | don't know about that. Everybody else seems to be listening to you." 


"What the fuck does that mean?" 


"The shit in the press." | felt a knot jump up into my throat, my anger rising. "You don't have to worry about 


anyone not listening to you there." 

Turning sideways, he squinted his eyes and slapped a hand onto his thigh. "Aw, c'mon, Bob. You know how it is." 
"Oh really? How is it?" 

"It sucks." That's when he leaned towards me. "How's it for you?" 


Quietly, | answered. "Sucks." 


"Do you miss me?" 
"Do you miss me?" 

Our eyes were locked at that moment. | was getting lost in the depth of his brown velvet irises. Damn him. 
After a while, he smiled. "No, | haven't missed you at all, not one bit" 

"Me neither," | returned. "In fact Id completely forgotten about you until | got that box today” 


"Uh huh." 


| was taken by surprise when a piece of paper was shoved under my nose. As | took it, Dave got one handed to 


him as well. Without so much as looking at it, Japanese spilled from his mouth and sent the waiter off again 
"What did you do now, Dave?" 

"Ordered." 

| straightened in my chair. "What about me?" 

"Don't get your panties in a wad; | ordered for you too." 

"Well, shit!" | slammed the paper down onto the bar. "| couldn't do that for myself?!" 

"| don't know, could you?" 

‘I've eaten sushi before, Dave. I'm not the sushi virgin, you know." 

"Look, | didn't bring you to the best sushi bar in town so you could eat California rolls, Bob." 

"| don't eat California rolls." | lied. 

| ordered you the maguro to start with." He leaned in close to me, squinting one eye. “That's tuna" 
"| know." | lied again. 

"And then we'll have some hamachi, maybe a little hirame." 


| had no idea what those things were. The sushi | was used to ordering had the English translation under the 


name. | hoped he hadn't ordered me some eel, or squid, or anything like that. 


A few seconds later a little saucer was shoved under my nose, with something pale and flesh colored on it. 
"This looks like foreskin," | said, nudging it with my finger. 
"Fuck, Bob, it's been almost a year since we've seen each other and all you can do is bitch?" 


| sighed. "Well, l'm not in the best frame of mind lately, you know? Reading all this shit you say about me, 


dodging questions from interviewers who always seem to think they know the real reason why | left...” 

"You know, actually.l've been thinking about that a lot myself lately." Dave took his eyes off me to watch his 
hand bring his drink glass to his mouth. After a sip, he sighed again and watched himself set the glass back on 
the bar. "| mean.what was so bad with the way things were?" 

"You know why, Dave. You know exactly why | had to go." 

"So you could start your own band." 


"No! Because of you and me." 


"Yeah, well" He turned his face to mine, his bottom lip thickened and shiny from moisture. "I think it's because 


you wanted to strike while the iron was hot" 

es 

"And | locked over the contract you signed before we started this whole thing, and you're in violation" 
"Violation of what?!" 

"It states you can't perform with any other band but Megadeth until you're released from the contract" 
"When am | released from the contract?" 

"When | say you are 


| huffed a few breaths before | started laughing. "I was released when you paid me for the tour. I'm not in 
Violation of anything." 


"Nope. It states you are under contract until | see fit to release you from it" 
"So, how do | get released from it?" 


Dave placed his hand on my arm, sliding it down to grasp my hand on the end of it. "I've got a few things you 


can do." 


"Like what?" 

"We could go back to your place" 

Ais 

"C'mon, Bob. It'd be like old times: 

"No, it wouldn't. td feel dirty and wrong and | cant" 

"See, thats what | was saying, just like old times." 

| sucked in a breath and shook a cough from my throat: Fuck Waterworks. Like | needed to crumble right here 
"| cant stop thinking about your kids, Dave" 

"They're fine. You don't have to worry about them" 

"My dad left because of someone like me. | don't want to be that kind of person" 


"Puhh," Dave started. "I'm not leaving them. | wouldn't leave them for anybody. God, Bob, | was just thinking 


about a quick fuck, not moving in together." 
My face scrunched up. "So, all this was an elaborate work-up to get laid?" 


Dave widened his eyes and pulled his head back on his neck. "What's wrong with that? Hey, at least I'm paying 
for your dinner. That's more than what | do for the others." Then he licked his lip and smiled. 


"Fuck you" 

"Bob" Dave chuckled. "Cimon, you know you want it" 

"Fuck you! 

"| heard about Newsted. | figure you're pretty hard up right about now’ 
"Fuck. You" 


He continued smiling and leaned to get his arm around the back of my chair. "See, | saw you in that video, 


wiggling those hips. | didn't know you could move like that.” 


"Get off me." 


| haven't gotten on you yet, but | sure hope to." 


| pushed him away and got out of my chair. As the waiter set down another saucer of sushi, | pointed at it. 


“That's the only raw, pink thing you'll see with me today." 

Dave slowly opened and shut his eyes several times like a lazy arrogant cat. His chin twisted to the side. 
"That's kinda what it looks like." He picked up the saucer and brought it to his nose. He sniffed "Kinda smells like 
it too." 

"Fuck of fl" 


As | stepped towards the door, he grabbed my arm. "Bob-" 


"Don't talk about me anymore, Dave." | gritted my teeth, sticking my finger in his face. "Don't say another 


fucking word about me to the press or I'll sue you." 


He shook his head softly. "You can't sue me." His eyes lowered to look at my hips. "But | could sue the pants 
off you if | wanted" He reached around and goosed me. 


"Davel" | would have slapped him but.but.! dont know why | didn't 
"We're not done, Bobs" 

"Yes, we are” 

"No, not by a long shot! 


| yanked my arm out of his grasp. "Well, | hope you're a sharp shooter, Dave, because the shot's only gonna 


get longer." 


He still had that arrogant smile on his face as | walked past him to the door. | took one last look as | shoved 
the glass door open and stepped out into the winter cold. 


"Fuck him," | whispered to myself. "Fuck. Him." 
As | drove back to Hook's place, | began to wonder just why | didn't. 


~tbe~ 


